To'imsl 

Thine eyes that taught the dumbe on high to fing^ 
And heavie ignorance aloft to flie. 

Have added feathers to the learneds wing. 

And given grace a double Majeftic. 

Yet be moft proud of that which l compile# 

Whofe influence is thine, and borne of thee. 

In others workes thou doft but mend the ftile^ 

And Ar ts with thy fweete graces graced be* 

But thou art all my Art, and doft advance 
As high 3s learningj my rude ignorance# 

Whiltt I alone did call upon thy aide. 

My verle alone had all thy gentle grace. 

But now my gracious numbers are decaide. 

And my ficke Mufe doth give another place# 

I grant (Tweet love) thy lovely argument 
Defcrvcs the travellof a worthier pen# 

Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invent# 

He robs thee of, and payes it thee againe, 

He lends thee vertue# and he ftole that word# 

From thy behaviour, beautie doth he give 
And found it in thy checke : he can afford 
Nopraifetothee, but what in thee doth live. 

Then thanke him- not for that Which he doth fays 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe doft pay. 


Sunnt Set . 

npHat time of yearethou maift in mee behold# 

* When yellow leaves, or none, or few doe hang 


Poems. % 

Vpon thofc boughes which fhake againft the cold 
Bare ruin’d quires,where lace the fweet birds fane 
In me thou feeft the twi-lights offuch day# a< 

As after Sun-fet fadeth in the Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth takeaway 
- Deaths fecond felfe that fealei up all in reft/' * 

In me thou feeft the glowing of fitch fire, 

Thaconthe alhes of his youth doth fie, * 

As the death bed whereon !it muft expire, 

Confum’d with that which it was nurrifht by 
Tis thou perceiv’ft, which make, thy love more flrone 
T°|o« that well, which thou mull leave ere lon^ § ° 
Thy glade will fhew thee how thy beauties were 8 * 

Thy dyall how thy precious minute, waftc * 

The vacant leaves thy mindes imprint will be are 

And of this booke.this learning maift thou tafte * 

The winckles which rhy glafle will trudy fl 10vv * 
Ofmouthed graves will o, ve the memorv, ’ 

Thou by thy dyals lhady ftealth maift know, 

1 ime» theevilh progrelfc to eternity, 

Looke what thv memory cannot contame, 

Commit to thefe wafte blacks, and thou (halt fade 
Thole children nurft, delivered from thy brame * 
a " evT *quaintance of thy mmde. 1 

Thtfe offices fo oft a, thou wilt looke 
SM1 P rofit ,hee » an <* much inrich thy booke. 


pos 


A monument to Fame. 

N?fe nC {e u'l n ° r thf P ro pheticke foule, 
the wde dreaming on things to come. 
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